YBRMA
JUAN [lowering his voice]: Fm not strong enough for this sort of thing.
When people talk to you, shut your mouth and remember you're
a married woman.
TERM A [with surprise]: Married!
JUAN: And that families have honour. And that honour is a burden
that rests on all.
[The SISTER leaves slowly with the pitcher.]
But that it's both dark and weak in the same channels of the blood.
[The other SISTER leaves with a platter in almost a processional man-'
tier. Pause.]
Forgive me.
[YERMA looks at her husband. He raises his head and his glance
catches her.]
Even though you look at me so that I oughtn't to say to you:
'Forgive me', but force you to obey me, lock you up, because
that's what I'm the husband for.
[The TWO SISTERS appear at the door.]
YERMA: ! beg you not to talk about it. Let the matter rest.
JUAN: Let's go eat
[The TWO SISTERS leave.]
Did you hear me?
YERMA [sweetly]: You eat with your sisters. I'm not hungry yet.
JUAN: As you wish.
[He leaves.]
YERMA [as though dreaming]:
Oh, what a field of sorrow!
Oh, this is a door to beauty closed:
to beg a son to suffer, and for the wind
to offer dahlias of a sleeping moon!
These two teeming springs I have
of warm milk are in the closeness
of my flesh two rhythms of a horse's gallop,
to make vibrate the branch of my anguish.
Oh, breasts, blind beneath my clothes!
Oh, doves with neither eyes nor whiteness!
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